TheHiflmeof 

fome liking, I (hall be out of heart fliortly,& then I (hallhaue 0o 
ftren°th to repent. And I hauenot forgotten whatthe inf, d Cof 

a Church is made of, I am a Pepper come, a brewers horfe, t h c 

infideofaChurch. Company, v illanous company hath b«n? 
thefpoyleofme. 

Bur. Sir Iohu , you arc fo fretf»ll,you cannot liuelong. 

Fal. Why there is it; come, fmg me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry; I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentleman need to bee, 
vertuous enough , 1 wore little', died not abouefeauen times j 
wceke , went to Bawdy houfe notaboue once in a quarter of an 
home, paide money that I borrowed thtfe or foure times, liued 
well, and in good compare : and now I liuc out of all order, out 
ofcompatfe. 

Bar. Why, you are fo fatte, Sir Jehu, that you mult needes be 
out of all compallc: out of all reafonable compaife, Sir John. 

Fal. Doe thou amend thy face,& lie amend my life ; thou art 
our Adnairall, thou beared the Lanterne in the Poope,but t’isin 
the Nofeofthee,thou art the King of theburninglampe. 

Bar. Why Sirlohn, my face does you no harme. 

Fal. No, Ilebefworne, 1 make as good vfeof it, as many* ’ 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. I neuerfeethjx 
face but Ithinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple; • 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. Iftheuwertanjr 
way giuc to vertue, I would fweare by thy face : my oath fhould 
bc,Bj tbit ftrejhahGods Angel'&at. thou art altogether giueouerj 
and wert indeede, but for thclight in thy face, the Sunne ofvt- 
ter darkeneiTe. VVhen tbourunft vp Gads-hill inthenight,to 
catch my Horfe,if I did not thinke that thou had ft been an /jw 
fatt/ut) or a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money.O thou 
artaperpetuallTryumph,and euerlafting Bone-fife-light, thou 
haft faued meathoufand Markesin Linkes and Torches, walkr 
ingwith thee in the night betwixt Tauerne & Tauerne ; But the 
Sackethat thou haft drunkc me,would haue bought me Lights 
as good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Snrcpe. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander ©f yours, with fire, any time this two aid 
thirtieyeares : God reward me for it. 

Bar. Zloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal. Godamercy, fo fhould I be fure to be heart- burnd. 
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